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True crime. When Brad Baker, 27, met Andrea Currier,
21, it was classic middle America meets aristocratic old money. He
was from Indiana and dabbled in politics and small business; Andrea
was the great-granddaughter of Andrew Mellon, former Secretary of
Treasury for three Republican presidents, and founder of Gulf Oil,
Alcoa, and the Mellon Bank of Pittsburgh. Andrea’s net worth was in
the range of $500 million.

It started out like a romance novel. She had Mellon
money, and he was a handsome young idealist. It ended with a
shotgun blast on New Year’s Eve.
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Blood and Money in the Hunt Country



 


Before it was murder, it was a beautiful love story.
Brad Baker, the charming and handsome farm manager, was in love
with Andrea Currier, the young, beautiful heiress of one of
America's great family fortunes. It was the summer of 1978 and
Brad, 26, and Andrea, 21, were living a life that is everyone’s
fantasy in America—youth, romance, money, and a future of limitless
possibilities. Few romance novels could have matched the real life
love story unfolding in Virginia’s hunt country.

Brad Baker was the talented and curly-haired farm
manager who lived just down a country road from Kinloch, Andrea's
2,000 acre estate two miles from The Plains. He was the energetic,
charming activist who knew everybody and was popular with the
younger, more affluent residents of The Plains. Andrea was the shy,
sensitive young woman coming of age, with responsibility over a
share of the great Mellon fortune. Her great-grandfather was Andrew
W. Mellon; her grandfather, Ambassador David K.E. Bruce, her great
uncle, Paul Mellon, her uncle by marriage, Senator John Warner.

When they met and fell in love, Brad was already a
worldly man full of ideas and ambitions. Their future included all
the wealth they would ever need to enjoy themselves, the
possibility of marriage and bright, happy children, travel to
exotic locales, and time to take quiet horseback rides on Andrea’s
country estate. Brad might have sought the power of political
office, Andrea prominence among the wealthy and privileged in New
York and Washington.

But something went wrong in their love affair, and
someone, somewhere along the line, decide that Brad Baker’s
continued existence was a threat. That someone acted, tragically
and violently.

Blood on the snow was how the love story of Brad
Baker and Andrea Currier ended. It’s was Brad’s blood, and it was
splattered on Andrea’s beautiful Kinloch outside The Plains,
Virginia.

 


# # #

 


Andrea Currier was one of the six great-grandchildren
of Andrew W. Mellon, who amassed one of the largest fortunes in
American history. Mellon founded Gulf Oil, Alcoa, the Mellon Bank
of Pittsburgh, and other large enterprises. He paid for the design
and construction of the National Gallery of Art, donated the first
115 paintings for its walls, and provided an endowment of $5
million a year to run it. He served as Secretary of Treasury under
Presidents Harding, Coolidge, and Hoover, and as ambassador to
Great Britain under Hoover.

As was the case with John D. Rockefeller and other
magnates, Mellons’ business practices came with criticism. In 1932,
Congressman Wright Patman, a fiery populist from Texas, accused
Mellon of profiting from his Cabinet position and said this of
Mellon’s wealth:

“The fortune I have mentioned is
twice as much money as the average amount of money that has been in
circulation during the past three years. . . . It is twice all the
gold in the United States and is equal to two-thirds of all the
gold in the entire world. It is nearly twice the expenses of the
federal government in one year.”

When Mellon died in 1937, he passed on $500 million
to his children, Paul and Ailsa. Most of that was in stocks, and
its value multiplied. In his book, The RIch and the Super-Rich,
Ferdinand Lundberg calculated that in 1964, the Mellon holdings
included $4.3 billion in Gulf Oil and $439 million in Alcoa, not to
mention substantial holdings in the Mellon Bank and dozens of other
leading corporations.

Mellon’s offspring lived elegantly, settling in the
Virginia hunt country around Middleburg. Ailsa Mellon married David
K. E. Bruce, who earned fame as a diplomat. The Bruces had one
daughter, Audrey. She attended the Foxcroft School in Middleburg
and the Breaerly School in New York and graduated from Radcliffe
College In 1955, she married Stephen Currier, whose father was a
painter and whose stepfather was a wealthy New York banker. Stephen
Currier had attended good prep schools and was graduated from
Harvard College.

The Curriers were philanthropic and lived privately,
avoiding society gatherings. They had three children. In January
1967, Stephen and Audrey Currier grew impatient at an airline delay
and chartered a small airplane to fly them from San Juan, Puerto
Rico, to St. Thomas in the Virgin Islands, where they were to pick
up their youngest child, Michael. In doing so, the couple violated
their policy of never flying together. The airplane vanished at
night in the Bermuda Triangle. The Currier children were orphaned.
Andrea was ten, Lavinia was nine, and Michael was six.

The Currier children were raised by a succession of
housekeepers at Kinloch and in New York. Their life was very
comfortable and secluded. The Kinloch mansion resembled an art
museum, set off by fountains and terraces. Dozens of servants
worked on the farm and in the house. Every path was paved, every
fence painted, every post straight. A huge greenhouse produced a
year-round bounty of vegetables and fruits—bananas, limes, oranges.
Stables housed thoroughbred horses, and cattle grazed on rolling,
lush pastures, as if put there for the pleasure of the children’s
eyes.

When the children reached eighteen, they came into
large fortunes—certainly hundreds of millions of dollars, perhaps
more than a billion. As the eldest, Andrea carried the heaviest
responsibility. Friends say that she felt guilty about her wealth
and at the same time felt obliged to managed it wisely. She worried
that people who seemed friendly might have designs upon her and her
money. It was a difficult position for a young women with no
parents to turn to. Andrea withdrew. She had few friends and only
superficial contact with her neighbors and other residents in and
around The Plains.

During the summer of 1977, Andrea, by then a
beautiful woman of 21, happened to meet a handsome neighbor at the
main gate to Kinloch. Mailboxes were located there for families
living along the country road, and he was picking up the mail for
Gilmary, a nearby farm that he had been managing for the last
eighteen months. His name was Brad Baker, he was 27 years old, and
his background was as deeply in the American mainstream as
Andreas’s was above it.



# # #

 


Brad Baker was born in Gary, Indiana, on July 3,
1950. His father worked in the family business, his mother stayed
home to raise her children When a playmate was hurt or upset, Brad
would bring him home to his mother for comfort. The Bakers were
Jewish, and as a little boy, Brad objected to Bible lessons;
stories like that of Cain and Abel struck him as cruel. His mother
visited the temple to protest the Bible teaching and wound up
teaching Brad’s Bible class for five years. Through the rest of his
life, Brad kept himself at a distance from formal religion and hid
his Judaism from friends.

Brad was industrious and energetic. He delivered the
daily paper and won a prize for selling the most subscriptions. The
Gary newspaper pictured him one winter, trudging through huge
snowdrifts as he completed his paper route during a blizzard.

Brad wrestled and ran track in high school and helped
the band raise money for uniforms even though he was not a member.
During summers, he sailed and swam in Lake Michigan.

 




# # #

 


Brad graduated from high school in 1968 and enrolled
that fall at the University of Indiana, where he majored in
business administration and became a social and political activist,
espousing consumerism, environmental protection, and public
service. Ralph Nader was then urging students to organize
public-interest groups at universities around the country, and Brad
and another student founded the Indian Pubic Interest Research
Group, or INPIRG. Following the Nader formula, its goal was to levy
a fee on all students and to use the money to further consumer
causes. “We were going to build this great institution throughout
Indiana and get some heavy-duty lawyers to fight for us,” recalls
David Hersch, who was then a 30-year old graduate student in
political science. Hersch helped Brad found INPIRG.

Campus radicalism was then at its height—National
Guardsmen had shot and killed four students at Kent State
University, and the US had bombed Cambodian sanctuaries used by
North Vietnamese troops—and many students reflexively opposed
authority and institutions. Brad was a compromiser but still an
effective leader.

“He wanted to change things from
within the system,” Hersch recalls. “He was buoyant, energetic, and
friendly—almost without malice, unlike the rest of us who had been
around during the whole Vietnam thing. And he had a charisma about
him and people devoted to his cause. Most of them were women. That
was part of his make-up. They were probably more devoted to him
than they were to INPIRG.”

Brad led a drive to get the student body to support a
$1.50 fee that would be taken from their tuition to support INPIRG.
Nader flew to Bloomington in February 1972 to help, and Brad met
him at the airport and accompanied him during his campus visit and
speech. “Brad liked the excitement of important people,” Hersch
recalls. The INPIRG petition drive fell short, but the organization
remained strong, and is still active on the campus.

The consumer movement became one of Brad’s lifelong
passions. After graduating in May 1972 with a bachelor’s degree in
marketing and business administration, he returned to Indiana that
fall to pursue a master’s degree in public affairs, with a
concentration in consumer affairs. While studying, he also taught a
course titled “Citizen Action,” sponsored a Better Business Bureau
student center, and directed a project called Students as
Citizens.

Brad them became attracted to the power of
Washington. He hoped to use his experience and education to get a
government job in consumer affairs. After a year of graduate
school, he landed a summer internship with the Commerce Department,
detailed to the National Business Council on Consumer Affairs. The
next year he was appointed a consumer representative to the US
Consumer Product Safety Commission and a member of the Federal
Energy Office Consumer Advisory Council. They were part-time jobs,
largely honorary, but Brad hoped they would lead to a position that
would pay well and give him influence in the consumer-affairs
movement.

During this time, Brad met Joseph Kanter, a wealthy
Florida businessman who was serving as president of the National
Conference on Citizenship, which had been chartered by Congress “to
establish and contribute concretely to the education of a more
alert, conscientious, and progressive citizenry.” Brad left
graduate school in May 1974, to become acting executive director of
the Conference at the urging of Kanter and the last Supreme Court
Justice Tom Clark, who served on the Conference’s board of
directors. Clark had been impressed with Brad’s energy and
enthusiasm.

The job didn’t work out. The Conference was supposed
to be funded through private contributions, but not enough money
came in. Brad was dissatisfied with Kanter’s fund-raising, and
Kanter was displeased with Brad’s work. Brad quit in February
1975.

 


# # #

 


Brad’s Washington ambitions were stymied. His
advisory positions had not led to federal jobs; he also didn’t much
like the 9-5 bureaucracy. Furthermore, he was outgrowing life on
campus and didn’t want to go back to Indiana to finish his master’s
degree. So Brad made a drastic change, not uncharacteristic of
young people of his era. He took a job on a small Virginia dairy
farm in Nokesville, in Prince William County. In return for room
and board he milked cows and did basic farm chores. A local
newspaper, the Manassas Journal Messenger, wrote up the 25-year-old
“city boy” on sabbatical and printed a picture of Brad with a dark
wool cap pulled over his long hair. Brad described the family he
was living with in idealistic terms, saying they had “skills and
characteristics that I wanted to have. They live a disciplined yet
peaceful life, getting up before daybreak to milk the cows,
enjoying the big breakfasts of flapjacks and eggs, going back to
the chores, but taking time out to eat peaches and grapes growing
in the yard.”

Brad retained his interests in consumer affairs and
was appointed commissioner of consumer protection for Prince
William County—again, not a full-time position. In the newspaper
article he related his sense of mission to both of his new jobs.
“People don’t understand government,” he was quoted as saying. They
feel “far removed from the process, and so they don’t make their
government the best it can be. Most people have likewise become far
removed from a knowledge of farming, from the basics of food
production. They casually pick up packaged goods at grocery stores
and often reach for foods containing harmful chemicals.”

Brad liked rural life and sought a more suitable and
responsible position in farming. A family friend, Father John
Fritterer of Georgetown University, put him in touch with Jane
Marilley, a successful Washington businesswoman who was ill with
cancer and needed a manager for her 125-acre farm, Gilmary, where
she spent weekends. She hired Brad, and he moved onto Gilmary in
February 1976. The farm is three miles from The Plains, in the
heart of Northern VIrginia’s horse country. It was with this
politically and socially conservative area that Brad was to be
associated for the last four years of his life.

“He loved the outdoors and the
animals at Gilmary,” said Louise Lynch, a close friend and business
associated of Jane Marilley’s. “His idea was to expand the
operation. There used to be just a few cows, horses, chickens,
pigs, and goats. Brad added about 80 to 100 cows the first
summer.

“Just hearing about how Brad wanted
to expand the operation pleased Jane very much. She was so happy he
was there and enjoyed their conversations. He was very bright and
interesting, and he was always talking about bringing something to
life that she liked very much.”

Jane Marilley died in July 1976, but the
administrators of the estate retained Brad and he moved into the
old stone house. He bought horses, raised cattle and chickens, and
delivered fresh eggs to The Plains and to Washington, selling them
to the staff of Courtesy Associates, the firm Marilley had
founded.

From February 1976 until August 1978, Brad was
Gilmary farm manager, a job that gave him the stability, freedom
and modest financial security to indulge other interests. For years
he had dabbled in writing poetry, short stories, and a long
children’s fairy tale entitled Interlude. He was fascinated with
the word “interlude”—which may have said something about what he
thought of his own life at Gilmary.

Brad spent his winters writing. His work was achingly
sentimental. He tried in vain to get his short stories published.
He labored over poetry, writing and rewriting it, sending it to
girl friends, some of whom would send him verses that they had
written or clipped from magazines. When Brad was finally happy with
one of his poems, he would type it on colored paper, reproduce it,
and sometimes send it to friends. This one must have been a
favorite, because many drafts exist:

 


from the day we come

until the day we go

 


friendship, like plants

need these five to daily grow:

 


an embrace of care

and tears of rain

smiling sunshine

happiness

and pain

your buddy

b

 


Perhaps his most revealing piece was this essay:

interlude man

 


he’s a good man, the kind so good that you fear you
shan’t meet another as good for many years. A man true in the sense
of being as natural a part of the earth around him as a tree, as
strong and as true, one who has not lost, nor allowed others to
corrupt, the natural innate purity of optimism. he is such. there
is some kind of strength that has nothing to do with power, and
everything to do with total being so attuned to an inward sense of
belonging that he is seen as an integral part of God’s world.

 


there is in him a sense of inward sky, a skylight of
mind and heart, and a freedom of movement in thought and a freedom
to vent such.

 


and yet, beneath all, there is a man, a rather
private man. a man seeking somehow to fulfill himself. to find the
missing piece to complete himself and to achieve inward peace. a
man waiting, a little lonely, scanning the horizon for the ships he
set sail so long ago to once again return home and then, he will
have used both the inward and outward realities, presenting a
unified total being to the world he is so obviously a part of.

 


such a man, as he were, can neither be bought nor
sold, nor owned emotionally or sexually, but rather be contributed
to; and one contributing to, is showered with the myriad of gifts
he has to give.

 


Partly to find an outlet for his writing, Brad
started a greeting-card company. He wrote verses or riddles for the
cards, and a friend drew sketches. He printed the cards on thick
colored paper and sold them through stores in and around The
Plains. Two samples:

 


Why is tennis the most amorous of sports? (sketch of
two people playing tennis)

It begins with love.

 


Why is the dawn of each day like my heart after we
argue? (sketch of man looking over lake)

It begins by breaking.

I’m sorry we argued.

 


The cards didn’t sell very well, and Brad’s choice of
a trademark—”American Expressions”—proved unfortunate. American
Express filed an objection, and Brad dropped the enterprise.

Both before and after Jane Marilley’s death, her
teenage nieces and nephews frequently visited Gilmary and often
brought friends. The youngsters liked Brad and worked with him.
Together they staged a “Gilmary Olympics” in August 1976, with
riding, rafting on a pond in the pasture, volleyball, and
softball.

Brad became involved in community affairs. He wrote
on consumer affairs for the Fauquier-Democrat, which is published
in Warrenton. He organized a softball team for poor black youths,
an effort that raised eyebrows among some older and more
conservative residents. He actively opposed construction of a
controversial ramp from Interstate 66. By the standards of Fauquier
Country, Brad was an activist.

 


# # #

 


Gilmary was only a couple of miles down the road from
Kinloch, and as a neighbor and a young, single man, Brad inevitably
became curious about the three Currier children. Andrea was 21,
single and beautiful; Lavinia was 20, Michael 16. They lived
privately, almost reclusively, but people in and around The Plains
knew of their wealth and the circumstances of their parents’
death.

When Andrea met Brad at the gate to Kinloch in the
summer of 1977, she was living a lonely life. She spent most of her
time at home. Brad was a hybrid—confident and gregarious, yet
private and sentimental. The mixture took, and a romance quickly
developed. Brad soon learned of the privacy that encapsuled the
Mellon family, and he assumed a protective role. He kept his
relationship with her secret from some friends. Andrea confided in
Brad her uncertainties concerning management of the family money,
and her feelings of guilt. She felt that her great-grandfather had
gained his wealth partially at the expense of the poor.

Brad confided all this to his mother, who had
divorced and remarried. He was pleased to learn that one of
Andrea’s grandparents was Jewish—the faith and identity that Brad
himself had hidden since childhood. Andrea was unwilling to attend
dances of other social events, and she and Brad shared an interest
in poetry and reading, so they spent a great deal of time by
themselves, writing and reading. “They would sit in a room
together, and she would write her poetry and he would write his,”
recalls Brad’s mother, Margie Mirken.

Brad also befriended Andrea’s eighteen-year-old
cousin, Virginia Warner, daughter of John and Catherine Mellon
Warner. Virginia’s parents had been divorced in 1973, her father
had subsequently married Elizabeth Taylor, and her father and
stepmother spent much of their time at Atoka, their estate near
Kinloch. John Warner would be elected to the US Senate in 1978.
According to Brad’s mother, Virginia Warner and Andrea Currier felt
similarly forlorn—poor little rich girls. “Virginia and Andrea
commiserated all the time,” Brad’s mother says. “They would walk
along the country road looking at everything beautiful and
commiserate with each other about how they got stuck in such a
position. That’s the kind of stuff Brad and Andrea talked about all
the time And Brad did try to help her.”

Even early in 1977, Brad appeared to have been
playing several roles with Andrea. He was a lover, friend,
counselor, and advisor.
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Andrea’s father, Stephen Currier, had expertly
managed the Kinloch farm, but after his death, responsibility
became decentralized. Feuds developed between various factions of
the employees—cattlemen versus horse people. A financial adviser to
the Currier children, Clyde Bergen, looked after their affairs from
New York and tried to help with the Kinloch operations. But he was
too far away. No one had quite figured what the central purpose of
Kinloch should be.

Andrea talked with Brad about hiring an experienced
farm manager who would live at Kinloch. Brad thought organic
farming methods should be used, and Andrea agreed. Brad suggested
that she consider hiring his old Indiana friend, David Hersch, who
was working on a large farm in North Carolina. They arranged for
Hersch to come visit. But even with Hersch, Brad was protective of
Andrea and didn’t discuss the wealth or prominence of her
family.

“He was very protective,” Hersch
recalls. “It was almost as if he was afraid to say too much. As we
went into Kinloch, he said: ‘These are very private people.’ He set
the stage, and I went right along with it.

“I was curious, because that was not
the style of Brad that I had known at Indiana. This was a very
serious game he was playing. The stakes were high. He was very
careful about sharing details about Andrea and her
family.

“We went up to the main house on
Kinloch. Brad drove his car up and parked. Then we went through the
courtyard. It was a lovely courtyard—vines, bushes, fountains,
arbors. . . .and it was very peaceful. It was very picturesque. . .
opulent.

“We went through the courtyard to
Andrea’s room in the main house. He knocked on the door, and she
came out in about five minutes. She was very attractive. But she
observed. She waited for the other person to reveal himself
first.

“Brad asked her for a book. ‘Have
you finished the book?’ he asked. I think the name of the book was
Pursuit of Loneliness.
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